THE SECOND NIGHT

Sir Frederic once observed to Waterlow that the loss
of its original meaning by the word " prove " had done
as much damage as anything to English common sense.
The exception proved the rule, the parrots would say, so
that after it had been tried by the incredulous exception
the rule always remained triumphantly unimpaired like
the answer of a sum in simple arithmetic.   The feet of
clay were used to " prove " the omnipotence of the gilded
idol.   Crowder had a natural respect for rules, which had
been developed by the discovery that nothing took the
burden of responsibility from his own shoulders so easily
and assuredly as a rule.    After all, though this Queenie
Walters might insist that Commander W had told her to
come here and bring him certain information, how was
he to know that she was speaking the truth ?   The more
he thought about it, the more he felt inclined to rely upon
that rule about telephoning.    But ought he to let her go
to the Legation ?    To be sure, there was no rule about
that, but Commander W might not relish being called
out from a reception to interview a girl in a big hat like
that.    If they were still here this time next year, perhaps
he should be invited to the Legation reception himself,
and of course he would be going in uniform, like Com-
mander W.   But this girl ?

" No, really, you can't worry Commander W to-night.
If you'll only leave the message with me, I can promise
you that he. . . ."

" No, no, I will not.   And now I must go."
" Yes, but, look here, are you going to the Legation ? "
" That is for me to say, I think, not for you at all,"
Queenie haughtily proclaimed.

Whatever he did he was sure to be wrong, Crowder
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